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She was sitting by her nearly red-hot stove, her head
bent over my dripping tunic whose sleeve she was sewing
up. On the corrugated iron roof of the kitchen the rain fell
in such merciless torrents that the creptitating noises
completely drowned out the sound of the shells that the
Germans were throwing from Lille into the church not fifty
yards away. You could not hear them, but every half-minute
the pots boiling on the red stove solemnly jumped up and
sat down again. And that Flemish peasant woman never
moved, only her hand with the needle went backwards and
forwards.
§
It looks as if that war had pretty well wiped out the results
of Gettysburg. Gettysburg riveted the Industrial System
on our necks, and it looks as if by crossing the Belgian
frontier near a place called Gemmenich at four o'clock
in the morning of the 4th August, 1914, the Germans started
rolling a ball that has made the world impossible for Mass
Production.
s
But we have just passed the frontier of Delaware and we
ought to be gayer than this.
There are, at any rate, places which, when I pass them,
make me become automatically gay. Avignon is one;
Washington another; the Gare St. Lazare going inwards or
outwards; Valence where Provence begins, going South-
wards. . . . And, of course, Sandy Hook—going either way.
And we are sitting in the largest bus I have ever seen—
that of Mr. Dieter's company of strolling players. You can
stroll about in it as if you were in a Duchess's boudoir, and
from the rear seat cannot make the driver hear. And it
rolls along like a leisurely buffalo.
I think that is what is most attractive about the whole
expedition—its leisureliness. Actors as a rule rather frighten
me. They are always in a hurry and you can never settle
in your mind what they really are or whether they really
know what they want to do. You meet a gentleman with
an Astrakhan collar to hi$ coat, and you are told that he is

